SIR FRANCIS FANE, junior, 1675.
Players turn Puppets now at your dejire,                      1
In their Mouth?s Nonfence, in their Tails a Wire,          >
Theyjly through Clouds of Clouts9 andjhowers of Fire. \
A kind ofloojjing Loadum is their Game,
Inhere the worft Writer has the greatejl Fame.
To get vile Plays like theirs, Jhall le our care ;
But offuch awkard Ac~lors we defpair.
Falfe taught atjirfl---------------
Like Bowls ill lyajf'd,jlill the more they run,
They 're further off, then when theyjirfl legun.
In Comedy their unwejgh'd Action mark,
There's one isfuch a dear familiar fpark,
He yawns, as if he were but half awake;
And frillingfor free fpeaking, does miftake.
Falfe accent and neglectful Action too
They have lothfo nigh good, yet neither true,
That loth together, like an Apes mock face
By near refemlling Man, do Man difgrace.
Through pacd ill A6lors, may perhaps le cur'd,
Half Players like half Wits, cant le endurd.
Yet thefe are they, who durst expofe the Age
Of the great Wonder of our Englj/h Stage.
Whom Nature feem^d to form for your delight,
And lid himfpeak, asjhe lid Shakefpeare write,
Thofe Blades indeed are Cripples in their Art
Mimmick his Foot, lut not his fpeaking part.